CALL  NO   MAN   HAPPY

fanatics by proving to them that they are wrong. That is to forget
that they want to be wrong.

Are the fanatics mistaken? I believe so. But I know that others
whom I admire hold the contrary view that these bitter and furious
minds are the salt of the earth. 'You lack aggressiveness,* Lucien
Romier used to say to me; and it is true that the moderation which
is natural to me robs the mind of its mordancy. 'Truth is excessive/
our Alain used to teach, 'and one must go beyond, well beyond, the
point of moderation if one wishes to understand even the simplest
thing.' And Blake: *The road ofexcess leads to thepalace of wisdom.'
I see clearly what they all mean by this, but excess is a climate in
which I cannot live and in which I do not think wounded France
has any chance of regaining her strength. Perhaps all sorts are
necessary to make a world: the fanatics to shake the masses out of
their lethargy, and impartial minds, devoid of bitterness, to appease,
when dawn appears, the Furies, daughters of the Night.

Misfortune which throws some souls into revolt has cured me of
certain prejudices. Because I began life hi the camp of those who
command, for a long time I had difficulty in understanding the
grievances of those who are commanded. I would gladly have said
with Goethe: 1 prefer an injustice to disorder/ Through my mis-
fortunes I was to acquire, I hope, more tolerance, patience and pity.
For a long time I believed, too, that every woman whose beauty
enchanted me was intelligent, modest and good. Experience has
not confirmed this agreeable belief and the cure has been painful.
But another fundamental truth that misfortune has taught me is that
sacrifice, when it is unmixed with pride, gives man incomparable
joys. In fact, the greatest happiness of my life, the brief moments of
ecstasy and rapture, have been those when I was delivered through
love or charity from vain consideration of myself. To forget one-
self is wonderful, and in humility, if it be complete and freely
accepted, there is immense security. According to the beautiful
words of Sygne in Claudel's I'dage: '1 am then seated in the lowest
pkce, I can no longer be deposed/

Night is falling. Shadows envelop the city while myriads of lights
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